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One 


Author's Notes: 
| love you Rebekah. You mean everything to me and | am happy you didn\'t sell me. 


Little Malcolm Young did not want another baby brother. His siblings and his parents could try to convince his 
otherwise, but Malcolm was a stubborn child and that was most certainly not going to happen-he would not 
want baby Angus now, and would not want him later. Ever. Never would he want him. This all occurred before 
Angus had even been born, when he was still in their mother's stomach. It had alarmed Malcolm when he first 
discovered his brother was in his mom's tummy-he believed that she had eaten him, perhaps by accident. 
Malcolm grew to dislike when she came into his room to kiss him goodnight, because the big fat creature in 
her tummy that was Angus’ weight pressed down upon him. As if he were already taunting him before being 


born. 


Though Malcolm hated admitting it, his little brother was very cute, even at only a few months old. His eyes 
were big and expressive and he had an adorable button nose. He was strong, too; his tiny fingers would latch 
onto his older brother's and would not let go, not for anything except food. Angus ate a lot, Malcolm deeply 


pondered how it was possible someone so small could eat so much. He smiled and giggled a lot as well, but he 


cried more than all these things put together. The wailing woke Malcolm up constantly, not that the two-year- 
old slept a lot anyway. He wondered why his brother was so upset-he had everything a baby could need and 
he had quite a bit of what he wanted. His mother explained that's just how babies were, but Malcolm didn't 


believe that. There was no way he was as annoying as Angus when he was a baby. 


Angus was laying on his blue blanket on the floor in his and Malcolm's room. His hair was beginning to grow in- 
the blondish brown strands sat in fuzzy tufts atop his head. Malcolm liked petting it, it felt like puppy fur or 
something of the like. Malcolm watched with interest as the baby lay on his ratty old blanket while his limbs 
wiggled about in every direction, almost as if he had no control whatsoever over his body. The left corner of 
the blanket was clenched in his fist and he was sucking on it viciously with his strange toothless gums. Soon 
enough he noticed Malcolm staring at him. The brothers locked eyes for a moment, something that had 
happened numerous times. Angus however, could not hold the gaze for too long, being a baby and obviously 
having an extremely short attention span. Anything that was shiny or moved or smelled good distracted him 


from whatever he had previously been looking at. 


This time, though, was quite different. The blanket fell right from his mouth as the baby watched his big 
brother's eyes, completely mesmerized. Noticing something was different as well, Malcolm moved in closer, 
ever so slowly so as to not frighten Angus. Now the brothers were so near their noses were almost touching, 
their breath warming each other's face. Angus smelled like baby powder. They had not yet looked away from 
the other's eyes, but the big brother was so caught up in the moment he didn't even have time to celebrate 
this seemingly small victory. Malcolm reached out and gently touched his finger to the tip of Angus’ nose. He 
twitched in return, but did not pull away, eyes widening in fascination Malcolm then traced down the slope of 
the baby's nose, and began to explore the terrain of his face with his hands, squishing Angus' cheeks and 
touching his tiny lips and ruffling the small amount of hair he had. His skin was so soft and smooth, unlike 
anything he had ever touched before. He wondered if he was as soft as Angus was when he was a baby. When 
his little brother began to giggle, Malcolm withdrew his hand and began to laugh, too, surprised at the moment 
he and Angus had just shared. What did it mean? Perhaps Angus would not be so bad to have around after all. 
He crossed his legs and lifted him up, the way he seen his mom and dad do it- very slowly and very 
cautiously under his arms. At least, he tried to lift him. Malcolm wasn't old enough or strong enough to lift his 
brother, so it was more like he dragged him. He was so fragile that Malcolm might accidentally break him and 
then his mom would have to eat a new baby, and that new baby would certainly not be Angus. 


Angus lay contently in Malcolm's lap, for he was not big enough to sit up yet. He somehow seemed happier 
here with him, the two-year-old believed. Gurgles and unintelligible baby talk poured out from tiny Angus as 
his bare feet happily kicked the air, and Malcolm-not a great speaker himself-still wanted to know what he was 
saying, what he was thinking. Did babies like Angus even think? Or was it all colors and sounds and textures 


running through their mind? Who knew. All he could tell as he looked down at his little brother was that he 


was happy, as was Malcolm. And that was good enough. 


This is not to say childhood was easy, or that the Young brothers never fought. Quite the contrary occurred, 
in fact. The worst year was when Angus turned three and Malcolm was five. Malcolm particularly looked back 
on this year of life and shuddered violently. Angus was a terrible toddler, the epitome of a demonized child. He 


cried and screamed and stomped his feet and threw hour-long tantrums which exhausted everyone to the 


core when they were finished. He didn't sleep, hardly ate, and bit things a lot. Anything that was biteable, he 
would sink his teeth into as hard as humanly possible. Out of everything, nevertheless, he liked Malcolm's arm 
the most. One day when Angus was biting his older brother and not letting go for the life of him, Malcolm 
became unbelievably fed up and proceeded to make a sign. It was big and had $150 written in large, thick black 
numbers. He tied it to a shoelace which he placed around Angus’ neck. He dragged his little brother kicking and 
screaming through the front door and set him next to the curb, by the garbage can. He left him out there 
until his mom got home and found him sprawled out on the side of the road, bawling his eyes out. Needless to 
say, she was not impressed and Malcolm spent a long time paying for that one. 


Angus loved to antagonize. He was the instigator, always. He thrived on drama, on action. Something interesting 
had to be happening, constantly. Malcolm was the peacekeeper. He didn’t like to argue or shove his brother 
down the stairs, but sometimes it was simply inevitable. His sibling knew what drove him crazy, and did 
positively everything in his power to make him mad, to make him retaliate. Malcolm had remarkable strength 
of will all throughout his childhood, but everyone had their breaking point and Angus was just as relentless as 
Malcolm was controlled. However, this is not to say Malcolm was an angel and completely blameless. He did his 
fair share of cruel things to his little brother, things both of them would truly rather forget. Once the biting 
stage ended, it turned to the name-calling stage, which when Angus looked back, held probably some of the 
most immature moments of his life. He made fun of Malcolm's hair, which was obviously not near as fluffy as 
Angus’. (Why was this something to be proud of?) He rubbed it in when he received good grades. In their 
teenager years, Angus laughed when his big brother was dumped by a girl. 


When they were not arguing, Malcolm and Angus both liked music. It was possibly all they had in common. Rock 
and roll. The siblings had both taken an interest in playing the guitar, and it was one of the only things Angus 
believed Malcolm was better at than his own playing skills. He would never admit it, but Angus greatly looked 
up to Malcolm in this respect. Playing together relieved tensions between them in an odd way, and Malcolm 
especially was reminded of the old days. The old days where Angus was a baby and the two of them played 
with blocks together and ran in the grass and took baths together. Everything was together, and everything 
was innocent. He missed that greatly. Many times Malcolm wished someone had come along and bought Angus 
for a buck and a half all those years ago. It would have saved both of them a lot of stress, no doubt. But then 
he looked down at his little brother on the days where they did not battle and everything seemed right in the 


world, and knew deep down what a mistake that would have been. 


